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	1. Chapter 1

AN: This is an idea I've been playing around with for a while- It takes place smack in the middle of the time skip between the 2 movies. I haven't finished writing the story yet so updates will be sporadic... I don't know much about Viking history- I'm just a fan of HTTYD, so please be kind. Other than that I own NOTHING! I made up Burp and the Bone Breaker Tribe so any similarities are purely coincidental. I do NOT own HTTYD!

*~*11*11*~*

Today was the day.

Hiccup groaned and sat up slowly, scratching his head and looking around his room.

In the corner, Toothless grunted in his sleep and Hiccup glared jealously at him.

"Lucky dragon."

Shoving off his blanket, Hiccup attached his prosthetic leg, stood up and stretched before making his way downstairs.

His father wasn't in the house so he grabbed a mug of yak milk and went outside to look for him.

Shivering from the cold, he found him standing by the docks looking out at the ocean.

"Uh… morning, dad."

"Hiccup."

"Are they… are they here yet?"

"Not yet. Any minute now."

"Oh… well, okay. I'm just gonna go ride with Toothless, then, uh, I'll be at the house."

"Just a moment now, I'd like to speak with you."

Stoick turned around and Hiccup cringed.

"Yeah?"

"Now, I know you and your cousin haven't been friendly in recent years, but this is the first time he's coming to Berk in years. Can you at least try to be polite?"

Hiccup sighed,

"Yeah, dad… Sure I will."

Stoick grinned,

"Good boy, now go make sure Toothless is prepared for a guest- don't want him taking a bite out of your cousin's leg, now do we?"

Stoick chuckled but Hiccup rolled his eyes,

"Toothless would never," he stopped and took a deep breath, "okay dad, sure. I'll go do that now."

*~*11*11*~*

Back at the house, Toothless was waiting outside, pacing the length of the front yard anxiously. When he saw Hiccup approaching he ran to greet him.

"Hey, buddy."

Toothless rubbed his nose against Hiccup's chest, purring.

"Good to see you too… hey, remember what I said the other day? About my cousin coming?"

Toothless stopped purring and blinked once.

"Well, he's coming today and I need you to be on your best behavior- okay?"

Toothless grunted.

"Good dragon… now let's go flying."

*~*11*11*~*

The sky was the only place Hiccup felt at ease.

Even after the battle with the Red Death when everyone started to accept him, there were times when Hiccup still felt like the odd man out.

It was times like that when he took to the sky.

Up there, it was just him, Toothless, and unlimited possibilities.

They spent an hour in the sky, doing flips, dives, and- Hiccup's personal favorite- free falls.

When they finally landed, Hiccup left Toothless with a bucket of fish and went to rejoin his father at the docks.

A large group of people had gathered around his father and Hiccup scowled.

Burp had a welcoming committee.

He tore his gaze away from the group and looked at the horizon, his stomach dropping at the sight of a ship.

He was here.

*~*11*11*~*

Hiccup stood beside his father as the boat got closer and closer to the dock.

At the bow, an intimidatingly tall figure was hidden in the shadow of the sails, his hands resting nonchalantly on his hips.

When the ship hit the dock, some sailors let the ramp down and the tall figure left the shadows of the sails to make his way to the dock, spreading his arms as his welcoming committee cried various greetings.

He waved to them but made a beeline to Stoick and Hiccup,

"Uncle Stoick! Well don't you look as vast as ever!"

"Burp!"

Stoick embraced the youth, encasing him in a rub-crunching hug.

Hiccup watched the exchange with a sour expression until they parted and the new arrival turned to face him.

He was tall and thin, yet his shoulders were broad and thick with muscles. His auburn hair was just visible under his helmet, and his green eyes were gleaming with excitement.

"Hiccup!"

Without warning, he was in a throttling hug, gasping for air.

"Why, you haven't changed a bit! Except for…"

The boy released him and took a step back as Hiccup rubbed his neck.

"What in Thor's name happened to your leg?"

Stoick clapped Hiccup on the back.

"That's a story for tonight! And Odin is it a good one! You just wait!"

Hiccup rolled his eyes,

"Yes I just can't wait to tell him."

Burp laughed loudly and obnoxiously.

"Aw, come now! You're not still mad about the last time I visited, are you?"

"You kidnapped me in the middle of the night, brought me to the beach, tied me up, and left me for dragon food."

Burp threw his head back and howled with laughter along with several members of his welcoming committee; even Stoick let out a chuckle.

"Oh I remember when we found you. Crying and screaming, you were!"

"What's this about Hiccup crying and screaming?"

Hiccup swirled around and, to his horror, saw Astrid approaching, pushing her way through the mob of Burp-admirers.

"Oh no, no, nothing! We were just-"

"And who is this?"

Burp's voice was too interested for Hiccup's liking, and he was about to respond when Stoick cut him off,

"This is Hiccup's lady friend, Astrid."

"Hiccup has a lady friend?"

Once again, he threw his head back and howled with laughter accompanied by some twitters from the crowd.

Hiccup turned to Astrid, bright red, and gestured to his cousin.

"Astrid, this is my cousin, Burp."

She eyed the laughing Viking with raised eyebrows, but made no comment.

When he finally calmed down, Burp brushed a tear from his eye and stood up,

"Well Astrid, it's a pleasure to meet you… Though I'm not quite sure what you're thinking- being with a boy like Hiccup, here."

He shook his head, chuckling while Hiccup turned even redder.

"So, uh, Burp, welcome to Berk and I will be going now."

He quickly stepped towards Astrid and, taking her wrist, began to tug her away when-

"Hiccup! You've forgotten: we need to introduce Burp to Toothless."

Hiccup stopped walking and dragged a hand down his face.

"Right, fine, fine… I forgot. Burp, Toothless- got it."

"That's my boy… now you hurry along. I'll get everything sorted out with Burp's ship."

After prying him away from his fans, Hiccup and Astrid led Burp to his house, where the barrel of fish was empty and Toothless was nowhere to be found.

Hiccup sighed and cupped his hands around his mouth,

"Toothless! C'mere, bud! I've got someone I want you to meet!"

Silence greeted him and Burp turned to Astrid,

"Who is he-?"

A creaking sound from above their heads caused everyone to look up. Toothless was sitting on the roof of Hiccup's house, looking down on the group with narrowed eyes.

Burp cursed and reached for a knife on his belt,

"Get back! Away, you nasty beast! Or I'll-"

"No! No, no!"

Hiccup grabbed his arm and wrenched the knife from his hand. Burp made a small sound of disbelief,

"Hiccup! What do you think you're doing?!"

He made a dive for his knife, but Hiccup passed it to Astrid, who caught it neatly and twirled it between her fingers.

"Burp, dragons here- dragons here are trained."

"Trained?! Hiccup have you gone mad?! You can't train these beasts!"

"Burp, listen…. No, on second thought… just watch."

He turned to Toothless and patted his knees,

"C'mere Toothless, come meet my cousin."

Toothless bared his teeth at them, growling.

"Now, now, is that any way to treat our guest? Come on, come down."

Toothless hesitated for a moment before gently crawling down the side of the house and walking to Hiccup's side.

"Burp, this is Toothless. Toothless, Burp."

Toothless growled at him and Hiccup sighed,

"He's not usually like this, you scared him"

Burp was silent, staring back and forth between Hiccup and Toothless before finally shaking his head.

"I don't believe it! You can actually control these beasts?"

Burp began circling Toothless, his eyes wide and his jaw dropped.

Hiccup made a hopeless gesture to Astrid behind Burp's back and she shook her head slowly before pulling him off to the side.

"This is the cousin who used to put dead rats in your boots and threaten to feed you to dragons?"

Hiccup sighed.

"The one and only… between him and Snotlout I'm seriously beginning to wonder if I was adopted."

Astrid rolled her eyes,

"Why is he here?"

Hiccup sighed again and glanced at Burp. He was now examining Toothless's tailfin and wearing an expression similar to that of a child on Snoggletog.

"His dad was my mom's brother. They used to visit us every summer- and as you can see he was very popular- but he stopped coming when my mom died. Burp turned eighteen a while ago and my dad said he's getting ready to become chief, and part of the preparations include traveling to neighboring islands and becoming familiar with the residents."

Hiccup stuffed his hands in his pockets and kicked at a stray rock.

Approaching footsteps made them all turn around to see Stoick marching up to the house.

"Ah, good! I see you've met Toothless, then?"

Burp shook his head in amazement.

"You've outdone yourself this time, Uncle Stoick! How in the name of Thor did you train these beasts?"

Toothless growled and Stoick chuckled, but before he could speak Astrid cut him off.

"He didn't. Hiccup did."

It was silent for a moment, then Burp burst out laughing.

"Oh you're a funny lass you are! I like you!"

Astrid just stared at him until Stoick stepped up and rested a hand on Hiccup's shoulder.

"She's not kidding, Burp. Hiccup is the one who initiated peace with the dragons and ended the war."

Burp froze and looked back and forth between Stoick and Hiccup, as if he was expecting one of them to shout "just kidding!" When they didn't he only shook his head again and turned back to Toothless.

"Well then… I see he's missing a tailfin- how did that happen? And what does this contraption do? Does it help him fly?"

Burp directed the questions to Stoick but Hiccup cleared his throat,

"The tailfin helps him fly. Without it he can't keep himself in the air."

Burp looked at him incredulously.

"How did Gobber design such a tool?"

Hiccup curled his hands into fists and spoke through his teeth.

"He didn't. I did."

Burp smirked at him.

"Sure you did… Well then how does it work, Hiccup?"

Fighting the urge to smack his cousin in the face, Hiccup walked past him to mount Toothless.

He had just adjusted his prosthetic foot in the stirrup when he felt Burp grab his upper arm and wrench him away from Toothless.

"What in the name of Thor's hammer are you doing?!"

Toothless growled at abrupt way Burp handled Hiccup and he let go of his arm immediately.

"Burp- relax. You said you wanted to see how the tail worked and Toothless can only fly when I'm riding him."

Burp gawked.

"You actually ride these beasts?!"

"Yes- and will you stop calling them that?"

Burp just continued to gawk in amazement, mumbling "Odin's beard" under his breath as Hiccup heaved himself back onto the saddle and patted Toothless's head,

"Ready bud?"

Toothless grunted and spread his wings, causing Burp- who was standing too close- to stumble back and fall.

Despite himself, Hiccup grinned as he soared off into the air, the wind pushing his hair back off his forehead.

He'll admit that he showed off- but most of the acrobatics were Toothless's idea. After a while, the pair landed back in front of Burp, Stoick and Astrid, as well as a few other Vikings who had gathered to see the show, and get a chance to talk to Burp.

Astrid was wearing a smug expression as Burp babbled incoherently. As Hiccup dismounted he was able to make out a few things, such as "Thor" "Odin," along with a few other words he wouldn't dare repeat.

After a while he calmed down and stepped forward, running his hand along Toothless's saddle.

"Amazing! Absolutely amazing!"

Hiccup ran a hand through his wind-tousled hair, trying to appear nonchalant.

"Well, it's really easy once you have your trust. All you have to do is-"

"Not you! The dragon!"

Hiccup's face fell and he shrugged,

"Yeah, Toothless is pretty amazing, that's for sure."

Burp turned back to them and put his hands on his hips.

"Right, then. When do I get a go?"

Hiccup burst out laughing.

"You- you can't be serious!"

"And why can't I?"

"Burp… you haven't been on Burp for an hour- you haven't even known Toothless for ten minutes!"

"And?"

"And it takes longer than that to earn a dragon's trust! Toothless doesn't let just anyone ride him."

Burp crossed his arms and glared at Hiccup,

"He lets you ride him- and you're a no one."

Silence followed his words and Hiccup felt blood rush to his face as a few of the gathered Vikings began whispering.

Astrid reached for her axe but Stoick stepped between them, efficiently putting an end to her action as well as the whispering.

"That's enough. Burp, let's go get you settled at the house. Hiccup was kind enough to give you his room for your stay."

Hiccup glared at him as he walked away with his father. When they were out of earshot he turned and rounded on Astrid.

"Can you believe him?! He hasn't even been on Berk for five minutes and he's already- UGH!"

Hiccup dragged his hands down his face and kicked at the grass.

Toothless whined and Astrid looked at him sadly,

"What he said was uncalled for and I would've slammed him with my axe if I could've… but don't you see, Hiccup? He's jealous."

Hiccup looked at her incredulously,

"Burp, the ever-muscular future chief of the Bone Breaker Tribe- jealous of me, a scrawny mess-up?"

Astrid lightly punched his shoulder,

"That scrawny mess-up has done more for a tribe that isn't his yet than the ever-muscular almost chief has done for his!"

"Yeah, but-"

"Not to mention everything he's done for Vikings in general."

Hiccup blushed slightly and looked down at the ground,

"Yeah but that doesn't mean he's jealous."

Astrid gave him an icy glare,

"Come on Hiccup! Last time he saw you all you were was a scrawny little mess-up. You couldn't walk out your front door without doing something wrong. And from what you've told me I can assume that even back then, Burp was a towering man with facial hair and had killed Thor only knows how many dragons! He felt superior to you."

Hiccup looked at her, his expression flat.

"Thank you, for summing that up.

"I'm not done, now listen… When he arrived here I bet he thought you were going to be the same as you were back then. Granted, you're still not as big- but you've done something! You've become someone! Someone who, if I might add, is much more appealing than he is."

Hiccup grinned at her and sighed.

"Okay, maybe I was being stupid… but I still can't believe he's staying here for a whole month."

"We'll just have to make the best of it… After all there is still one place you can go that he can't."

"Oh? And where might that be?"

Astrid smiled,

"The sky."


	2. Chapter 2

AN: Thank you all so much for the favorites, follows and reviews! :) I do NOT own HTTYD.

*~*11*11*~*

A few hours later, Hiccup and Astrid walked back to their homes, both wind swept and rosy-cheeked. After a quick goodbye they separated and Hiccup and Toothless trudged up to their house where they could see smoke billowing from the chimney.

Hiccup nudged the door open as Toothless nestled himself in a patch of grass outside.

He found his father seated at the table with Burp, both finished with dinner, but Stoick was in the midst of telling Burp a story and neither of them had heard him enter.

"I could hardly see! There was smoke and fire _everywhere! _Thor almighty I was waiting for the blasted thing to burst from the fog and swallow me whole!"

He was telling the story of the Red Death.

Burp was hypnotized by his uncle's voice, and with a smug expression Hiccup hung by the door, deciding to wait until Stoick had finished the story to announce his presence.

"Then what happened?" Burp asked anxiously.

"I kept walking! I called his name over and over until I came upon his dragon. The poor beast was hurt and exhausted. It rolled onto its side and I saw what was left of my boy's saddle. It was torn and burned- I expected the worst. Then the great beast unfolded its wings- and right in its wings was Hiccup!"

Burp raised his eyebrows, his mouth slightly ajar.

"He was alive! I kept thanking Thor that he was alive! And the beast was dead! Killed by its own fire!"

Stoick howled with laughter and Burp shook his head in amazement.

"I never would have guessed… _Hiccup the Useless _saving an entire tribe_?"_

Stoick chuckled softly,

"Aye we all thought the same thing… but when it came down to it all we needed was a little _Hiccup."_

There was an odd expression on Burp's face. Hiccup couldn't see very well from the shadows he was hiding in, but it looked like a mixture of disbelief and reluctant awe.

Before he could examine it more, however, his cousin stood up and yawned hugely.

"Well… that was a bedtime story sure to give me nightmares."

Stoick chuckled,

"Going to bed so early?"

"It was a long day of traveling, and I'd like to get up early tomorrow to see one of Berk's legendary sunrises."

He smiled before walking to the stairs,

"Goodnight Uncle Stoick."

"Sleep well, Burp."

Hiccup waited until after Burp had closed his bedroom door and Stoick went into the kitchen to walk out of the shadows and join his father.

"Dad?"

Stoick jumped.

"Hiccup! Thor almighty don't sneak up on me like that! I didn't hear you come in!"

Hiccup's lip twitched as he sat down.

"Sorry… where's Burp?"

Stoick jerked his head to the staircase,

"Went to bed, he had a long day."

Hiccup sighed and stood up,

"I have to get some things from my room- do you think he's asleep yet?"

"Naw, but be quiet. He said he wanted to get up early tomorrow."

Hiccup nodded as he made his way upstairs. When he reached his room he paused and pressed his ear to the door. It was silent except for someone breathing so Hiccup nudged the door open with his good foot and peered inside.

Burp was sitting on the edge of the bed untying his boots but he glanced up at the sound of the door opening,

"Hiccup."

"Oh don't mind me, Burp- not that you ever do. I just need to grab a few things and I'll be out of your way… hopefully for the rest of the month," he added under his breath as he reached down to grab his sketchbook from the floor.

Burp stood up and removed his helmet, throwing it carelessly onto the bed.

"Well… Actually, I'd like to have a word."

Hiccup groaned as he straightened up and stuffed the book under his arm,

"You know Burp, I'm not interested in what you have to say. You made it pretty clear this morning that you don't think very much of me and-"

"But that's what I wanted to talk to you about. You see Hiccup… I was just talking to your dad and he told me about the Red Death."

"Yeah…"

"So it's true, then?"

"Look Burp, I don't really see how this matters."

"Doesn't matter? Thor's beard, Hiccup of course it matters!"

"I doubt it. Either way, you'll still think I'm _Hiccup the Useless._"

"But don't you see?! That's just it!"

"What's it? Burp, what are you talking about?"

"Hiccup, all those years when we were kids I was embarrassed to be related to you because you couldn't do _anything _right! I thought by associating with you my tribe would think I was weak, and they wouldn't want me to be their future chief!"

"Oh, well thanks _so_ much for clearing that up."

"You don't understand, I did everything I could to make sure that everyone knew I wanted nothing to do with you. But now- Odin's socks Hiccup, _now_ you've earned my respect!"

Hiccup gawked at his cousin, at a loss for words,

"Um… thanks?"

"No need to thank me! Thank yourself! What do you say you and me spend some time together tomorrow? I'm going to be with your father all morning, but afterwards you can tell me more about the Red Death and teach me what you know about those blasted beasts."

"Um, okay… I mean, sure. But really, they're not beasts, they're actually very intelligent-"

"Oh-ho! Save it for tomorrow, chap. It's been a long day."

Burp yawned hugely and clapped Hiccup on the shoulder,

"We'll get to it in the morning. But right now I need some shut eye."

"Yeah, sure I just need…"

Hiccup's sentence trailed off as he grabbed a few of his belongings and shuffled out of the room, glancing over his shoulder before he closed the door.

"Night, Hiccup."

"Uh… goodnight Burp."

Hiccup closed the door and mouthed, "wow" before descending down the stairs. At the sound of his footsteps, Stoick poked his head out of the kitchen,

"Is Burp still up?"

"Uh… yeah, but he's going to bed now."

"I was just going to call it a night myself."

"I'm not hungry," Hiccup said absently, his head spinning from his conversation with Burp.

"What was that, son?"

"Huh?"

Stoick raised his eyebrows,

"I just said I was going to call it a night. I've got myself a busy day tomorrow."

"Oh. Yeah, right. Me too."

Stoick and Hiccup stood in awkward silence, staring at each other for a few seconds before Stoick casually clapped his hands together,

"Right then. I'm off to bed. Goodnight, son."

"Yeah… night dad."

Stoick closed the door to his room as Hiccup began making himself a makeshift bed on the couch, still mulling over Burp's speech.

Where did it come from? For as long as he can remember, Burp- alongside Snotlout- has been the bane of his existence. Was it really all just because he was _Hiccup the Useless? _Hiccup shook his head. Of course it was. That's the reason everyone on Berk treated him so terribly.

But for Burp to come forward and say it so blatantly?

Well, then again his cousin never was one for subtlety.

*~*11*11*~*

Astrid got up early the next morning. She had a long day ahead of her, and in order for her to get started on it she needed a sharp axe.

Hiccup was usually at the forge first thing anyway, stowed away in his closet working on this crazy invention or that crazy idea.

Her dragon was waiting for her when she walked out of her house.

"Hey, girl!"

Stormfly purred as Astrid scratched under her chin.

"Why don't you take a lap around the island and then meet me at the forge? Then we can go for a nice long flight together, what do you say?"

Stormfly squawked and spread her wings, taking off with a gust of wind.

Astrid watched her disappear into the clouds before making her way over to the forge. When she arrived she found a large man hesitating in the doorway. He turned around at the sound of her footsteps and she scowled.

Burp.

His face lit up when he saw her and he raised his hand in greeting,

"Hello there! Hiccup's friend- Astrid, was it?"

"That's right."

She bypassed him and went through the door into the forge,

"Hiccup?"

"He isn't here, nor is Gobber. I stopped by to see if I could have a sword or an axe made. It appears I left my own back home."

Astrid snorted in amusement,

"What kind of Viking leaves his weapons behind when he travels?"

Burp chuckled and removed his helmet to scratch his head,

"The optimistic kind?"

"More like idiotic."

Burp chuckled again,

"I see you don't leave the house unarmed."

He gestured to her axe that she had hanging from her belt,

"I would think having domesticated dragons you wouldn't need to carry any weapons."

Astrid drew her axe and spun it in her palm,

"A warrior should always be prepared."

"I take it you don't have a dragon to protect you, then?"

Astrid glared at him,

"I do have a dragon, Stormfly. But she isn't a weapon, she's my best friend. She protects me out of loyalty- not duty. Not that I need her protection, I can take care of myself."

Burp grinned,

"I never said you couldn't. In fact, I'm sure you can."

Astrid glared at him suspiciously before turning away and drumming her fingers on the forge window impatiently. Burp cleared his throat,

"That's a beautiful axe you've got there. Fine craftsmanship."

For the first time in their conversation, Astrid smiled.

"Hiccup made it."

"Really? Well, I knew he was Gobber's apprentice but I never thought he would amount to much of a blacksmith… well I never really thought he would amount to much of anything to be honest."

Burp chuckled to himself as Astrid scowled at him,

"You know, for someone who's here to learn about neighboring tribes, you know very little about this tribe's future chief."

"Oh you're wrong there, missy. I know plenty. In fact I have plans later today with said future chief."

Astrid raised her eyebrows,

"Oh I seriously doubt-"

"Astrid! And… Burp? I thought you were spending the morning with my dad?"

Astrid turned around to see Hiccup making his way to the forge with Toothless in tow, and from the corner of her eye she noticed Burp's gaze locked on the black dragon.

"I was. Unfortunately, he wanted to start the morning with some target practice and I found myself without a weapon. Your father offered to let me use one of his, but I could hardly lift it off the ground."

Burp gave a hearty chuckle and Hiccup grinned,

"Well I can fix that in no time. What are we talking here, sword- mace?"

Burp gave a sidelong glance at Astrid,

"I think I'll take an axe. Maybe Astrid here will give me a few pointers."

He winked at her and Astrid snorted in disgust.

This went unnoticed by Hiccup, who was preoccupied with untying a knot in his apron,

"Sure! I'll get right on that. Anything you need, Astrid?"

"Yeah, I need my axe sharpened," she glanced at Burp, "but I'll come by later."

A squawk outside alerted her that Stormfly had arrived.

"I've got to go, I'll see you around Hiccup."

He had disappeared into the back room, but she heard him yell out a faint, "bye!"

She turned to leave but Burp was blocking the exit,

"It was nice talking to you, Astrid. I hope I'll see you again soon."

She shouldered her way past him and yelled over her shoulder, "Yeah. Maybe."

She mounted Stormfly in one fluid motion, but before taking off she spared the quickest of glances back at the forge, where for a split second she saw Burp staring out the window at her before Stormfly took off into the sky.


	3. Chapter 3

AN: Hello all! Thank you for the reviews, favorites and follows :)

*~*11*11*~*

"Well, it's pretty obvious that the Night Fury is the best."

"I don't want to sound bias- but they are pretty great."

Hiccup and Burp were seated across from each other in the mead hall, the Book of Dragons laying open between them.

"I just don't understand how Toothless is the _only _one. How does something like that happen?"

Hiccup shrugged,

"No one knows. But then again, there's so much out there we haven't discovered. For all we know there could be an entire island of Night Furies."

Burp chuckled as he absently flipped through the pages,

"I doubt that… but I guess being one of a kind is what makes Night Furies so special."

Hiccup frowned,

"All dragons are special. Each species has their strengths and their weaknesses. Take the Gronkle- they're not very fast but they have extremely thick hides that give them a lot of protection."

Burp didn't seem to hear him,

"Say you didn't have Toothless- what dragon would you want then?" Burp asked, still flipping through the pages.

"That's… that's a good question. I've never really thought about it before."

"Really?"

"Yeah… I- I just can't see myself with any other dragon."

They sat in silence for a while, until the hall door burst open and a pillar of sunlight streamed into the room.

"Burp!"

Hiccup turned in unison with his cousin to find Snotlout, flanked by the twins, standing in the threshold.

"Snotty!"

Burp stood to greet Snotlout, who gestured to his posse.

"You remember Ruffnut and Tuffnut, right?"

Burp acknowledged them both with a nod of his head,

"Ah, yes. The yak tippers."

"Guilty as charged!" Tuffnut said with a bow.

"Ew, what are you doing with the Book of Dragons? Hiccup isn't trying to _teach_ you, is he?" Ruffnut asked, reaching over the table to grab the book.

Hiccup rolled his eyes,

"He_ asked _me to, Ruff."

"Why would he do that?"

Burp chuckled and Hiccup sighed,

"What are you guys doing here?"

"We came to get Burp- Hookfang is sick and he keeps sneezing and setting things on fire. It's _wicked!_"

Burp raised an eyebrow,

"Hookfang?"

Snotlout puffed out his chest proudly,

"My dragon. A Monstrous Nightmare."

"You have a Monstrous Nightmare? _Really_?"

"Yeah, well, you know. Not many people can train them- I'm just _that_ good."

Tuffnut scoffed,

"A Monstrous Nightmare is nothing! Zipplebacks are so hard to train that you need _two _riders!"

"No you don't, you idiot- you need two people to _ride _them!" Ruffnut said, smacking the back of his head.

Burp ignored them and turned to Hiccup,

"So you have Toothless, Snotlout has a Monstrous Nightmare, these two have a Zippleback… what other dragons do you have on the island?"

Hiccup scratched his head,

"Well… our other friend, Fishlegs, has a Gronkle, Astrid has a Deadly Nadder, my dad just trained-"

"Really? A Deadly Nadder?"

"Yeah, a blue one- Stormfly."

"So what are they like- Deadly Nadders?"

"Fast, and smart."

Ruffnut groaned,

"Ugh, quit _learning _and let's go watch Hookfang blow things up!"

Burp grinned,

"Sure, why not? I mean- who doesn't like a good explosion every now and again?"
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Later that day, Astrid returned to the forge with Stormfly, pleased to find Toothless resting outside because that meant that Hiccup was inside. After scratching the black dragon under the chin she proceeded into the forge.

"Hiccup?"

"In the back!"

She pulled the curtain to the back room aside and found Hiccup leaning over a desk, working on a new blueprint. His hands were covered in charcoal and when he looked up briefly to smile at Astrid she saw he also had a charcoal smear on his forehead.

"Hello, milady."

"Hiccup. What are you up to?"

"Trying to figure out how I'm going to design Burp's axe. With his build I designed it like my dad's, but I'm afraid it will be too heavy."

He scratched his chin, leaving a line of charcoal there, too.

Astrid snorted and leaned on the doorframe,

"I don't see why you're making him an axe at all. What's he ever done for you?"

Hiccup looked up sheepishly,

"Oh right. I, uh, forgot to tell you… Well, right after we went flying yesterday, I got home and my dad was telling Burp about the Red Death, and then- all of a sudden it's like he's this new person! I went to my room to grab a few things, and we started talking and he tells me that he was mean when we were kids because he thought that I would ruin his reputation- and I guess that now he knows I'm not_ Hiccup the Useless_ he isn't ashamed to be around me anymore."

Astrid gaped at him,

"He _what?_"

Hiccup scratched the back of his neck uncomfortably,

"I know, I didn't know what to say."

"So what did you do?"

"Well I forgave him, I guess. I mean- he asked me to teach him about dragons and I said that I would. I was actually with him this morning."

Astrid bit her lip and looked away.

"What?" Hiccup asked.

Astrid turned around and found him staring at her inquisitively.

"Nothing! I just… don't you think it's weird that your cousin starts being nice to you _after_ he hears about the Red Death?"

"What do you mean?"

"I mean… Hiccup, anyone who hears that story is going to be impressed. Don't you think it's possible that he just respects what you did, and not… _you_?"

Hiccup shrugged,

"It sounds the same to me. As long as he isn't putting dead rats in my boots I'm happy."

Astrid sighed,

"Just… all I'm saying is be careful around him."

Hiccup grinned at her,

"You don't need to tell me twice. Hey, why don't you help me teach him about the dragons? You can tell him about Nadders. He seemed really interested in them."

Astrid snorted,

"I think I'd rather go swimming with a Scauldron."

Hiccup frowned,

"He really isn't that bad once you get to know him- he's better than Snotlout."

Astrid rolled her eyes,

_"Anyone's _better than Snotlout."

"Can you just... Promise me you'll give him a chance? He isn't as bad as you think."

Astrid glared at him before sighing in defeat,

"Ugh- fine! Fine! But if you're wrong..."

Her sentence trailed off threatening and Hiccup chuckled before gesturing to her axe that was hanging from her belt,

"Still need your axe sharpened?"

Astrid lifted it from her belt and offered him the hilt,

"I'm on it."

Hiccup had just taken her axe and walked over to the grinder when a voice called out from outside,

"Hiccup? Are you here?"

"Yeah, inside!"

Burp walked in and when he saw Astrid his face split into a grin,

"Astrid! Nice to see you again."

Astrid ignored him, focusing on Hiccups hands as they guided the blade of the axe to the sharpener.

"Is that your dragon outside?"

She nodded curtly.

"It's beautiful. What kind of dragon is it?"

"_She's _a Deadly Nadder."

"My friend lost an arm to a Nadder during a raid a while back. Quite a nasty dragon."

Astrid scowled at him,

"What are you doing here?"

"Just came to check on my axe's progress. How's it going then, Hiccup?"

Hiccup briefly stopped sharpening Astrid's axe so answer him,

"Good… I've got a few blueprints I can show you if you want."

"Sure, sure. Say, Astrid. Once it's done I could use some help getting used to it."

Astrid rolled her eyes,

"I'm sure Stoick would be more than happy to give you a few pointers."

"Actually, I was hoping you wouldn't mind-"

"Are you almost done, Hiccup?" Astrid cut across him.

"Just… give… me… one… more… done!"

Hiccup held up her axe in triumph,

"Careful, the edge is really sharp."

"Thanks."

Astrid grabbed it and made a beeline for the door before Burp could block her way. She stopped when she was at the threshold and looked back.

Hiccup was staring at her and Astrid couldn't help but smile at his face covered in charcoal.

"See you later, Hiccup."
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Burp whistled from the window of the forge as he watched Astrid walk away,

"She's quite a spitfire, isn't she?"

Hiccup gave a humorless laugh,

"You have no idea."

Burp rested his elbows on the windowsill and cocked his head to the side,

"You two- are you… together?"

Hiccup's ears turned red and he shrugged,

"Well… Not _officially_."

Burp grinned and looked back out the window,

"Fair play, then."

Hiccup, who was flipping through papers on his desk, stopped and looked up,

"What?"

Burp shrugged nonchalantly,

"Well, seeing as I'm here to find a wife it's good to know all my options."

Hiccup dropped the papers and stared at his cousin,

_"What?"_

Burp's eyes widened in surprise,

"You didn't know?"

"You're here to… But my dad said- he told me you were here to learn about Berk?"

Burp chuckled,

"Is that what he said? Well… I suppose that's true. He just left out a bit of information is all."

Hiccup ran a hand down his face,

"Oh… oh."

Burp raised an eyebrow,

"Everything all right?"

Hiccup forced a smile,

"What? Noo! I mean- yes! Everything's fine! Everything's _great_! It's just that I, uh, I just remembered I have to be… somewhere. Yeah, I've got to go do… something."

Burp continued to stare at his cousin with raised eyebrows,

"Alright, then. I'll see you about my axe later, I suppose."

"Yeah, your axe… I'll talk to you about it later- bye."

And with that, Burp watched as Hiccup shrugged off his apron and ran out the door.
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Hiccup had no idea what sort of traditions other tribes had. For all he knew, Burp could be making up the whole marriage thing just to get a rise out of him. But then again, there was the chance that he could be telling the truth.

Even though things between him and his father had improved significantly after the Red Death ordeal, there were still things Hiccup felt uncomfortable discussing with him.

This was one of those things. Instead, Hiccup sought out Gobber, who could usually be found at one of two places: the forge or the docks.

Through process of elimination, Hiccup half-walked half-ran to the docks. When he arrived, he found Gobber deep in conversation with Trader Johan. When the latter saw Hiccup approaching he waved his hand in greeting,

"Hiccup! So nice to see you! You've grown a head since I've last been to Berk! Wait until you see what I have-"

"Thank you, Trader Johan, thanks… but I really need to talk to Gobber."

Gobber raised an eyebrow at him,

"Me, eh? Say- if you're here and I'm here, who's manning the forge?"

"Uhh…" Hiccup hesitated.

Gobber smacked him on the back of the head,

"Come on, lad. There'll be a mob of angry Vikings waiting for us when we get back if we don't hurry."

They said goodbye to Trader Johan and Hiccup followed Gobber in silence. It wasn't until they were halfway to the forge when the older man spoke,

"So are you going to tell me why you came looking for me- or do you want me to guess?"

"I just wanted to talk to you about… something."

"Well that narrows it down now, doesn't it?"

Hiccup glared at him,

"I wanted to talk to you about Burp."

Gobber stopped short and Hiccup nearly rammed headfirst into his back,

"He's not still putting rats in your boots is he? Odin's beard your feet would smell for weeks!"

"No- no, no he stopped doing that."

"Then what seems to be the problem?"

Hiccup hesitated,

"Well… Gobber- why is he here?"

"Eh?"

"Why is he visiting Berk? He hasn't been here since my mom… you know, so why is he here now?"

Gobber started walking again and Hiccup followed.

"Right of passage. It's tradition for some tribe's heirs to explore other tribes before they take up the mantle themselves. Surely Stoick told you this?"

"He did but… but is that the _only _reason he's here?"

"Well I'm sure he wants to learn about dragons. Not many other places you can do that, now are there?"

"I mean are there any other traditions? Things he needs to do before he can become chief?"

"Eh… Well in some tribes the chief needs a wife. Not sure how strict the Bone Breakers are about it, though. The Hooligans don't give a troll's-"

"Thanks, Gobber," Hiccup cut him off and started walking in the opposite direction.

"Hey! Where do you think you're going?"

Hiccup, already several yards away, looked over his shoulder,

"I need to find Astrid!"
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Astrid hacked her way through the lush undergrowth of Berk's forest with her sharpened axe, mulling over what Hiccup had said about Burp.

It just didn't add up.

When they were kids, Burp would torment Hiccup more than Snotlout. He didn't bother to visit after Valka was taken and now, years later, he shows up and decides to befriend Hiccup _after_ he learns about all of his successes?

Something wasn't right.

Hiccup might not be able to see it, but she was sure that Burp had an ulterior motive- and she was determined to find out what it was.

A little while later, Astrid found a clearing in the woods with lots of thick trees surrounding it. She sketched a bullseye on a few of them and then began target practice.

It was a great way to relieve stress. She would channel all her anger and wrath into throwing the axe, and feel relief and satisfaction at the thud of the axe embedding itself in the tree.

Today, however, she did not get that satisfaction.

For some reason, she couldn't hit the target. No matter how impeccable her aim was, her axe always veered to the left.

After this happened for the third time in a row, Astrid let out a frustrated yell.

"Something wrong?"

Astrid whipped around and curled her hands into fists, ready to face the newcomer.

"Whoa, easy!"

Burp. Astrid scowled,

"What do you want?"

He shrugged,

"I was exploring and I heard you yell… are you alright?"

Astrid grit her teeth and walked to retrieve her axe from the dirt,

"I'm fine."

Burp grinned, his teeth glinting in the sunlight,

"Good thing. What are you doing out here all alone?"

Astrid gestured to her axe and turned to throw it again.

"Ah, target practice. Do you come here often?"

Astrid ignored him as her axe once again landed too far left.

"Do you mind if I give it a go?"

Astrid raised an eyebrow at him,

"Fine," She said coolly.

Normally, she wouldn't let anyone but Hiccup handle her axe, but she was curious to see if the axe would fly straight when someone else threw it. Burp went to retrieve the axe from the ground and weighed it in his hands,

"The blade is uneven."

"What?"

"The axe's blade. Hiccup sharpened it unevenly- see? He took more off this side so it's heavier than this one. It's throwing off your trajectory."

Astrid took it and ran her fingers over the edge.

He was right.

"That's weird. Hiccup's normally really good at sharpening it."

Burp scoffed and Astrid glared at him.

"Sorry. It's just… I'm still getting used to Hiccup being good at anything."

"Well you'd _better_ get used to it."

Astrid replaced her axe on her belt and turned to leave.

"Where are you going?" Burp asked.

"Home."

"Why?"

Astrid turned around and put her hands on her hips,

"Because I came here to throw my axe and seeing as my axe isn't in a throw-able condition there's no reason for me to be here, is there?"

"Here-" Burp pulled a knife from his belt, "ever thrown a knife before?"

Astrid scowled at him,

"What kind of Viking do you think I am?"

Burp grinned,

"How about some friendly competition? One throw each- whoever hits closer to the center of the target wins."

"And why would I do that?"

"You don't seem like the kind of person to back away from a challenge."

"I'm not. I just don't see the point."

"Well then how about we make a deal?"

Astrid cocked her head to the side,

"What kind of a deal?"

Burp grinned,

"Well… if I lose I give you my word that I'll lay off Hiccup."

Astrid narrowed her eyes,

"And if you win?"

Burp grin wider,

"Then you have to help me break in my axe once Hiccup finishes it."

Astrid contemplated for a moment, and then-

"Deal."

Burp continued to grin and held his hand out for Astrid. She took it and they shook once.

"Excellent," Burp said, "let's get to it, then. Ladies first?"

Astrid stepped forward and pulled out her own knife, weighing it in her hand and focusing on the tiny circle in the center of the target.

She drew her arm back, eyes still glued to the target, and then shot it forward, releasing the knife in a perfect spiral.

It soared through the air and then fixed itself neatly in the tree, half a centimeter away from the center of the circle.

"Ha! Beat that!"

Burp whistled,

"You have quite the arm."

Astrid ignored him,

"Your turn."

Burp took her spot and tightly gripped his knife. He eyed the target and took a deep breath before whipping the knife in the direction of the tree.

It landed with a thud directly in the middle of the center circle.

He whooped and turn to face Astrid,

"Well would you look at that! Seems you owe me a private lesson."

Astrid glared at him with a mix of reluctant awe and annoyance. She was not accustomed to being bested.

"Best out of three."

Burp laughed,

"Come now, a deal's a deal! We shook on it."

Astrid clenched her fist. On a whole, Vikings weren't known to oblige to deals, but she was one to stick to her word.

"Fine."

The word tasted like acid in her mouth and she had to look away as Burp grinned.

"Excellent! We can get started just as soon as Hiccup's finished with my axe."

Astrid ignored him and trudged to retrieve her knife from the tree. After pulling it from the bark she spoke over her shoulder,

"How'd you learn how to throw a knife like that?"

"My mom. Shes a wee thing- a lot like Hiccup. Growing up she couldn't handle most weapons, they were too heavy. But with the dragon raids and what not she had to defend herself somehow, so she took to throwing knifes. It wasn't enough to kill the beasts, but it sure distracted them so that others could."

Astrid winced and Burp frowned,

"I keep forgetting you Berkians keep them as pets."

"Yeah, well... It wasn't always like this."

Burp contemplated her for a moment,

"I'll tell you what, you help me with my axe and I'll give you a few pointers on how to throw your knife... What do you say?"

Astrid bit her lip. She was torn between wanting to better herself, and not wanting to spend any more unnecessary time with Burp- but then she remembered her conversation with Hiccup, and how he had said that Burp isn't that bad. And besides, if she had to help him she might as well get something out of it, too.

"All right, fine."

Burp grinned,

"Excellent! Then it's a date."

Before Astrid could respond, Burp turned and walked away, leaving her slack-jawed and confused.
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AN: For the record: I know absolutely nothing about axe/knife throwing- I just used my imagination. If you are an axe/knife throwing expert and are offended at my description please feel free to PM me and describe how it's done and I will be happy to re-write it :)
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